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on your own merits. It's damnably more difficult to
get to the top. . . .

"Besides," he added, "I'm poor. That's a crime
in itself/'

He glanced curiously at Norton. "What brings
you into the Den of Thieves, if I may ask?"

"They give the best suppers in London."

" True.   You come often?"

"I expect to."

This was at the beginning of the affair with Ladj
Sheen, when Norton was still a comparative strange]
at the famous meals. Trevivian gave Norton anothei
shrewd and speculative look.

"What do you do nowadays, Norton?" he asked.

The use of his Christian name was a little un
expected. Norton had thought Trevivian had finallj
dropped him long ago.

" I play about in the Militia," he said. "And I waj
elected for Trent a little while ago."

" Indeed!   I never see you in the House."

"Probably because I rarely go."

Trevivian was silent. The years, Norton considered
had subdued him. He did not fly at you quite in hii
old manner. But the dark fire of his ambition, tha"
had burned so vigorously at Peckwater, showed nc
signs of approaching extinction. Norton could see
from various ancient and familiar signs, that Tre
vivian regarded his light-hearted avoidance of th<
House of Commons with disapproval.

"There's plenty of time for me," he excused himself

Trevivian shook his head slowly.

"Yes, there is/' Norton affirmed. "And, you see
I don't care for the House. Making speeches isn't m]
forte. I'm really waiting for my chance in diplomacy/